Headquarters of Commander-in-Chief at Kovno
for many centuries. The population, made up as it is of such a mixture of races, has never produced a culture of its own and, left to itself, would succumb to Polish domination.
I was proud to think that, over a hundred years ago, after a period of great weakness and tribulation in Germany, we had thrown off the foreign yoke. Now that same Germany, first beaten by Napoleon because she was decadent and subsequently united by the efforts of a few great men, stood victorious in this world-war against enemies who far outnumbered her and added fresh glories to her record. I had faith in final victory. Nothing else was possible. The German people had been through too much already to expose themselves again to such a terrible fate. The men who were leading Germany only needed to develop her latent powers, to add fuel to the holy fire burning—as I then thought—in every German heart.
A happy future of assured prosperity seemed to be opening out for the Fatherland.
Our work, of course, was not interrupted for a single day by the migration from Lotzen to Kovno. The necessary telephone connections were quickly made in the office, and the bare necessities in the way of furniture were improved upon,. That this additional furniture was taken from other houses, which had been deserted by the inhabitants, could not be helped. It was done in as orderly a manner as possible, but a certain amount of confusion was inevitable. These are the regrettable conditions imposed by the exigencies of war. The belligerents or individual soldiers are not to be blamed for this. Circumstances are too strong for them. To the individual civilian who suffers it is a matter of indifference how he loses his property. He understands nothing of the necessities of war, and therefore is ready enough to talk about the enemy's barbaric methods of warfare.
We found plenty of furniture at Kovno, but later, when we got to Brest-Litovsk, we were confronted by empty barracks. We therefore had furniture sent on to us from Kovno and requisitioned some from other places as well. War, alas, is a rough trade.
In this town I usually attended the evangelical services which Pastor Wessel held in the former Orthodox church, a magnificent
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